Until there came a great giant,
Whose name it was.Sir Oliphant,10

A dangerous man indeed;
He said: "O Childe, by Termagant,
Save thou dost spur from out my haunt,

Anon 1*11 slay thy steed

With mace.

For here the queen of Faery,
With harp and pipe and harmony,

Is dwelling in this place."

The Childe said: "As I hope to thrive,
We'll fight the morn, as I'm alive,

When I have my armour;
For well I hope, and par ma fay,
That thou shalt by this lance well pay,

And suffer strokes full sore;

Thy maw

Shall I pierce through, and if I may,
Ere it be fully prime of day,

Thou'lt die of wounds most raw."

Sir Thopas drew aback full fast;
This giant at him stones did cast

Out of a fell staff-sling;
But soon escaped was Childe Thopas,
And all it was by God's own grace,

And by his brave bearing.

And listen yet, lords, to my tale,
Merrier than the nightingale,

Whispered to all and some,
How Sir Thopas, with pride grown pale,
Hard spurring over hill and dale,

Came back to his own home.

His merry men commanded he
To make for him both game and glee,
For needs now must he fight

10 Oliphant: an old form of elephant.
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